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HAT is a mediator? What is the office, what are 
the duties of a mediator? How did Our Divine 
Lord fulfill those duties? 

A mediator is one who interposes between two parties 
at variance, in order to reconcile them, to bring about a 
right understanding, or to urge them to consent to some 
undertaking. The title of mediator, therefore, is to be 
had from the duties he performs, and those duties are to 
unite two opposing parties; to create union where dis- 
union has obtained ; to create, or promote, or restore har- 
mony where there has been discord, enmity, or strife. 

We have an example of this in ancient warfare, when 
some personage was given as a hostage to one contending 
party by the other with a view to the reconciliation of both 
parties. The hostage represented his people, his army, or 
his nation. He was held responsible for their behavior, 
and was a pledge of the good faith of those whom he 
represented ; while their faithlessness and treason, or their 
failure to keep the promises they had made, was visited 
on him. We find another example in the case of a man 
who is chosen as arbitrator in any strife. His shoulders 
bear the burdens of each party, and each speaks by him. 
He offers the terms of one party to the other, and it be- 
comes his duty to make the most advantageous terms pos- 
sible without sacrificing the principles of either party. 

After the Fall of Man, there was an impassable gulf; 
an insuperable barrier, created between the human race 
and God, its Creator, for an offence, as infinite as a finite 
being could make it, infinite by reason of the infinity of 
the Being who had been outraged, had been committed. 
Reason itself tells us that when an offence has been wan- 
tonly committed, the offender must atone, must seek for- 
giveness, and make amends for the injury he has done. 
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But what atonement could a creature make to his Creator? 
What amends could a being that was finite and dependent 
make to Him Who is infinite and upon Whom it abso- 
lutely and essentially depends? 

An infinite offence demands infinite atonement, and in- 
finite atonement could only be made by an Incarnate God. 
As man, He should represent the human race; bear its 
burden; speak for it. As the Man-God His every ac- 
tion would be of the nature of His Person. It was Di- 
vine, therefore Infinite and Omnipotent; consequently, 
Jesus Christ, God and Man, drew together in Himself 
and united in His own Personality the two extremes that 
were opposed—God and humanity. He stood between 
His outraged Father and the human race, which had out- 
raged His Father, and in becoming man, in offering Him- 
self as a hostage and an arbitrator in the strife between 
God and man, He became the Eternal and Infinite Medi- 
ator between humanity, who offended, and God, Who had 
been offended. 

He became the Great High Priest, who was prefigured 
in the Mosaic legislation by that race of high priests be- 
ginning with Aaron, and in Our Lord “we have such a 
high priest, who is set on the right hand of the Throne 
of Majesty in the heavens” (Heb. viii. 1, 2). 

He became the Eternal Sacrifice offered up on the 
altar of the human race, since “He hath delivered Him- 
self for us, an oblation and a sacrifice to God” (Eph. v. 
2). 

He became our Truest Friend, in Himself winning 
back for humanity the friendship of God which had been 
lost, for “all things are of God, Who hath reconciled us 
to Himself by Christ” (2 Cor. v. 18). 

He became Our Redeemer and Our Savior in the most 
absolute and in the fullest sense and meaning of the term, 
since “Christ by His own Blood entered once into the 
Holies, having obtained eternal redemption” (Heb. ix. 
12). 

And how? How did Our Divine Lord mediate, and 
offer sacrifice, and win friendship for and redeem us? 

First of all, by being willing to become the Victim for 
sin. The Word of God was not forced to become man. 
He became Incarnate freely. When the “Word was made 
Flesh,” He was not compelled to suffer and die; but in 
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the words of the Prophet of the Passion, Oblatus est quia 
Ipse voluit (“He was offered up because He willed it’’). 
The economy of Redemption was free from beginning to 
end. The Incarnation, and all Its consequences, was a 
gift, unmerited by mankind because impossible to be 
merited. 

When the “Word was made Flesh,” the actual work 
of mediation began. Those thirty years of the Hidden 
Life were not passed in inaction, and though the Word 
was silent as regards any public manifestations, He was 
not silent in His relations with His Eternal Father. It 
was then that He began to plead “with a strong cry and 
tears, and offering up prayers and supplications”. to His 
Father for that outcast race of men which He represented, 
and of which He was the true Head. 

Mankind, like sheep without a shepherd, had gone 
astray. The very idea of One God had been lost in the 
passing of the centuries, and instead, every passion and 
wickedness, nay the Apotheosis of Evil, was worshipped 
as divine. By His teaching Jesus Christ pleaded with a 
degraded humanity to uplift itself, to remember that this 
life is not everything, or death the end of human exis- 
tence, that man is born for greater things than time or 
earth can give; and that true life, in all its fulness, 
consists in the knowledge of “One True God,” and in the 
knowledge of Eternal Truth revealed in and by Himself 
Who was Incarnate Truth. 

This teaching He confirmed by the exercise of Divine 
Power. By His miracles. Our Lord won upon the 
blinded minds and corrupted hearts of those to whom He 
preached, weaning them from earthly pleasures, breaking 
down the barriers of pride and self-sufficiency, and teach- 
ing man the necessity of seeking for help, and of craving 
for pardon, from that God Whom he had offended. 

It was thus, by pleading with His Father, by teaching 
mankind, and by working miracles, that the Christ drew 
together again those who had been separated for four 
thousand years. Union began to take the place of dis- 
union ; friendship began to take the place of enmity ; while 
the discordance which revolt had caused gave place to 
harmony and peace when the Prince of Peace became the 
Divine Mediator between God and man. 

But the full power of Our Lord’s mediation was felt 
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when the end was at hand and the Sacrifice was about to 
be consummated. 

Go in spirit to Gethsemane on the last night that Jesus 
Christ lived on earth. Enter into the shade of the olive 
trees and behold the agony of an Incarnate God. He is 
crushed to the earth that becomes moist with His Blood, 
forced from every pore by the weight of sin and the 
anguish of His soul. He, the Man-God, bends beneath 
the accumulated wickedness of men; and now the spirits 
of darkness rush upon Him, crowd upon Him, over- 
whelm Him, beat Him flat to the earth—for this is their 
hour, when they are given leave to torture Him Who 
withstood them in the desert, and Who is so soon to 
break their power over men forever. He is the Christ 
of the Ages, the Anointed One—anointed to bear the 
burdens of every sinful soul; anointed to plead and to 
make intercession for all men; anointed to agonize for a 
world, and to die for it. He has’ stretched forth His 
trembling hands, and has taken up each individual sin of 
each individual soul. He has touched each single human 
heart that has beat or that shall ever beat until the end 
of time. He has taken from each the sorrow, the re- 
morse, the suffering and sin of each, for He is no longer 
the Christ only, no longer a man—He is the Man, the 
representative Man, the Mediator—He is Humanity! 

Is it any wonder that His human soul is filled with 
horror at the presence of such evil? Is it any wonder 
that His human heart throbs to bursting? Is it any won- 
der that His human nature shrinks from the clear per- 
ception of what must be undergone, and that the cry rises 
up from his lips: “O, My Father, if it be possible, let 
this chalice pass from Me!” Therein we see the Man, 
but at once His God-head asserts Itself. He is the Media- 
tor between God and Humanity, and the Word of God 
speaks the final fiat to His crushed Humanity: “Not My 
will, but Thine be done!” Not My human will, which 
dreads the suffering and shrinks from it; but My Divine 
Will, which accepted from Eternity all that the Incarna- 
tion and Redemption demanded: let It be done. 

We know how fully that Divine Will was done. \Ve 
still gaze horror-stricken at the treason of Judas, and 
keep watch beside Our Lord that dreary night in the 
guard-reom of the soldiery. We see Him whipped like 
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a common slave in the courtyard of Pilate’s palace, and 
we see the soldiers crown the Christ with a crown of 
thorns, and hail Him, in mocking tones, as the King of 
the Jews. And then we see a cross of rough and rugged 
wood placed upon His shoulders, and as He sets out for 
the Hill of Sacrifice, the words keep ringing in our ears: 
“Surely He hath borne our infirmities and carried our sor- 
rows.” “He shall be led as a sheep to the slaughter, and 
shall be dumb as a lamb before His shearer.” He is 
nailed to the Cross. The Cross is uplifted, and in the 
gathering gloom of Calvary, the dead-white Figure of 
Christ Crucified hangs between heaven and earth—be- 
tween His Father and humanity. The Sacrifice is com- 
plete: the human race has slain its Redeemer, and the 
Eternal God has accepted the Victim of Sin. Hush! 
Those quivering lips have opened. That thorn-crowned 
Head is uplifted. The Crucified speaks: “Father, for- 
give them, for they know not what they do!” Wreak 
your vengeance on Him, ye powers of darkness. Smite 
and crush Him, ye sinners of the world. Crown Him 
with thorns; scourge Him with the lash; nail Him to a 
cross, and let Him die as the Outcast and the Accursed; 
but, despite all ye do or can do, He is the Mediator be- 
tween men and God; and now, from every wound made 
by lash, or nail, or thorn; by traitor’s kiss and cowardly 
denial; by scowling Scribe and hypocritical Pharisee; by 
man’s ingratitude: from every wound that cry of inter- 
cession and of pleading rises Godwards: “Oh, Father, 
forgive, forgive!” Forgive the treasons of four thou- 
sand years. Forgive the first revolt, forgive the very 
last. Forgive every heart that has harbored a sinful 
thought. Let the pardon be full, complete, infinite: 
“Father, My Father, forgive, forgive.” 

With that cry ringing over the Altar of the World, 
the Heart of Jesus Christ broke—the Redeemer of the 
world was dead! 

Into how many homes did that news bring grief and 
mourning on that first Good Friday night? How many 
little children wept for Him Who had loved them? How 
many sinners sorrowed for the Friend? And how many 
mothers mourned with the Mother of. the Crucified, 
Whose only Son lay dead that night in a tomb in the 
garden-place? Was it all over? Would the past never 
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return with its days of healing? Were the hearts that 
mourned to mourn in vain for the future? Were the 
mothers to follow their sons to the grave without ever a 
hope that He Who had raised the widow’s son to life 
would do so again in the days to come? Was the life of 
mediation and of intercession ended for all time, and was 
the balm of Gilead run dry? Wait, all ye who sorrow 
and will not be glad. Wait-patiently! 

The tomb is sealed, and a guard is set before the tomb 
to watch over the body of the Mighty Dead Who sleeps 
within. The hours pass, and night is succeeded by day, 
and night comes on again. The first red streaks of glim- 
mering dawn have tinged the sky—when, suddenly, there 
is a riot of song and a flash of light, and the soldiers are 
flung to the ground by the shock of the earthquake. 
Then, calm, triumphant, majestic, the Christ rises from 
the tomb, Conqueror and King forever! No crown of 
thorns encircles His brow. No marks of contumely dis- 
figure His radiant countenance. Heaven and earth unite 
in a hymn of praise and thanksgiving to the Risen Sa- 
vior, Who is Victor over death, and sin, and the powers 
of evil, Who has unbarred the Gates of Everlasting Life 
to man, and restored him to the friendship of God once 
more. 

The Risen Christ calls together His disciples, those 
men who had forsaken Him in His hour of shame and 
suffering, who had left Him “to tread the winepress 
alone” in the hour of His sorrow; but He has no word of 
reproach for them: He is the Divine Mediator. 

They know that He has taken up His life again where 
He had laid it down—His life of pleading and interces- 
sion—and that from every wound there will go up “the 
strong cry” to His Father, that the sins of men may be 
no more remembered, that their forgiveness may be com- 
plete. 

Even when He was taken up to heaven before them to 
sit in all the splendor of His glorified humanity at the 
right hand of His Father, they knew that He would con- 
tinue to plead for the race of man, with which He was 
forever united and whose redemption He had wrought. 
He has redeemed all men and each man; He is the One 
Mediator between His Father and each human being. By 
His Incarnation, His life, sufferings, and death on the 
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Cross Our Lord has placed each and all of us under a 
debt to Him that can never be paid. But we can recognize 
that there is a debt by acknowledging that Our Lord is 
the One Mediator, that He alone has “the words of 
eternal life;” therefore, that His doctrine and commands 
must be paramount, and that it is our duty, as it is to our 
advantage, to accept His doctrine and obey His precepts. 
Our Lord demands this. “No one cometh to the Father 
but by Me,” He said. He is God. His teaching and com- 
mands are divine. They are different from the commands 
and teaching of every other teacher therefore, and are 
essential to our eternal happiness. Our Lord’s teaching is 
the life of the world, so important and necessary that 
everlasting life or death follows upon man’s acceptance or 
rejection of it. Can we even think that, when this is so, 
when Christ’s doctrine is so vitally important for all and 
for each, He would not have taken measures to safeguard 
it until the end? Can we imagine that He would leave 
that teaching to the mercy of man, whose judgment is 
fallible, whose opinions are constantly changing, and who 
is so easily swayed by prejudice and passion? We can- 
not think this. To think it would be an affront to the 
Son of Man, an act of blasphemy to the Son of God. 
Do not let any man be led astray by false notions or false 
teaching. Do not let any man try to persuade himself 
that, after all, it matters littke what creed he may profess, 
or what religion he may adopt, if he lives a decent life 
and does not injure his fellows. God wills that all men 
shall be saved. The Christ lived, taught, and died for 
the salvation of all men; but there is no such thing as 
Universalism. The very name is a misnomer, for Uni- 
versalism is simply the particular beliefs of each man who 
desires to fashion a creed to suit himself. Jesus Christ is 
“the cornerstone” of the edifice of faith, the only faith by 
which we may be saved because it is the only faith that is 
divine. He is a Divine Person; therefore, not only is 
every word of His absolutely true, it is unique. The 
Christ stands alone as the Supreme Teacher of mankind, 
and His words mean life or death in so far forth as men 
accept or reject them: “No one cometh to the Father but 
by Me.” 

The Christ is a historic Personality. His teaching 
bears testimony to the fact, for it is at once historic and 
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divine; it was delivered to men, but it could only have 
come from God. This teaching, lived up to, believed by, 
energizing in men, is witness to the Godhead of the 
Christ, to His power and mediation, since it means the 
application of this divine power and mediation to each 
human being. They who accept this teaching, and they 
alone, are the real disciples of Christ. They, and they 
alone, are members of His Mystical Body: and it is the 
Mystic Christ, living and working in the world to-day, 
that is the Perpetual Witness to the Historic Christ—the 
Christ of Promise and of Prophecy; the Christ of the 
Gospels. 

Let men try to deny these things. Let them do their 
very utmost to discredit them. It is all in vain. 

The Risen Christ called together those disciples of His 
who had forsaken Him in His hour of suffering and sor- 
row. Beside His tomb in the Garden-place; aye, upon 
the very rock which was riven at His Resurrection, the 
Christ upreared and built a testimony to His Divinity 
which should never fail. He commissioned those weak 
and terrified disciples of His to go forth into a corrupt 
and a corrupting world—and preach what He had 
preached. 

He commissioned them—poor, ignorant, unlettered 
fishermen—to enter the Roman Forum and combat the 
paganism of the most cultured men of Rome. He com- 
missioned them—serfs of the Roman Empire—to mount 
the Palatine and face the Roman Cesar. 

He commissioned them to meet the keenest minds, the 
most skillful philosophers of Greece—and in the very spot 
where Greece had raised an altar to an Unknown God, to 
preach Christ—and Christ Crucified ! 

He bade them fare forth to the ends of the earth, and 
in His Name “to cast out devils, to speak with new 
tongues” and to break the power of hell by the Sign of 
the Cross! None but God could give such a command. 
Jesus Christ gave it, for to Him the words had been 
spoken—centuries before He came— 

“Ask of Me, and I will give Thee 
The Gentiles for Thine inheritance, 
And the uttermost parts of the earth for Thy possess- 
sion.” 
Has He received His inheritance? Has He come into 
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His possession? Question the past and the present. 
Question that palpable fact which proves that the Christ 
Who “began to do and to teach” nineteen hundred years 
ago is the Son of God. 

What is that fact which cannot be accounted for by 
science, or politics; for which no human explanation can 
be given; which has persisted and gained force despite 
fire, and sword, and dungeon, and persecution; which has 
baffled the world’s wisest men, and is a constant, perpetual 
miracle? 

What is it? It is Christianity! 


The Cure for Religious Unrest 
Rt. Rev. M. LANpDRIEUx. 


Address at the Eucharistic Congress, Chicago. 


NTERNATIONAL Eucharistic Congresses have been 

the occasion of solemn and imposing religious mani- 
festations wherever they have been held. Everywhere, 
whether at Rome, or London, Vienna or Madrid, in 
France or in Belgium, at Jerusalem or at Montreal, 
they have left a deep ‘impression upon the country and 
surrounding region. Each has had its own peculiar 
physiognomy, its characteristic note. Has there ever been 
a congress anywhere like the present one, taking on the 
proportions of an event of world-wide importance, bring- 
ing together such vast multitudes, assembling in one spot 
peoples so divergent. “Viri religiosi ex omni natione 
que sub celo est!’ (Acts ii. 5.) “Devout men, out of 
every nation under heaven!” (The number of them was 
thousands of thousands.) “Numerus eorum millia mil- 
lium,’—at the feet of Jesus Christ. 

We could not have done this in ‘our old countries of 
Europe. It was necessary to cross the Atlantic and come 
here to your young America, the land of liberty, of bold 
initiative and saintly daring. 

In spite of the political conflicts, in spite of the rivalry 
of races, in spite of differences of interest with such dis- 
similar mentalities and temperaments, notwithstanding the 
friction and contrasts of civilizations so varied, although 
we are not speaking the same tongue and everything 
separates us on the human plane, nevertheless, we come 
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together and find ourselves alike on the ground of re- 
ligion, on the higher plane. As Catholics, our souls ac- 
cord and we can sing in unison the Credo of Nicea to its 
last syllable. 

I am sure of siding with your Eminent Cardinal, the 
sponsor of this Congress, if I insist for a moment on this 
fact in order to bring out its value from the standpoint of 
apologetics. The more so since this magnificent cohesion 
of the Catholic Church, which has been able to withstand 
for well nigh twenty centuries the efforts of hell, the wear 
and tear of time and the evil doing of men, contrasts 
strikingly with the present state of other Christian de- 
nominations that are now passing through a period of 
delicate crisis upon which I shall be careful not to dwell. 

.. A feeling of uneasiness, unrest and insecurity exists 
in Protestant circles on both continents. They are tor- 
mented, troubled by a need for union. They convene 
Congresses in an effort to find a common ground upon 
which to stand without dreaming as yet of turning to- 
wards Rome. But once they take up the question of 
union and the more they study it, the more will it be- 
come apparent that there was always more passion than 
reason at the origin of all their ruptures. . 

It is with respectful sympathy that we Catholics watch 
their efforts and movements, from the “Conversations” o/ 
Malines down to the recent Congress at Stockholm. And 
I say that a spectacle such as the one that is taking place 
under our very eyes teaches a practical lesson of singular 
importance to any open mind that thinks and reflects seri- 
ously. It calls up before all these Christian denominations 
who claim the same Christ as their Founder, and who do 
not resemble one another, the concrete and undoubted 
transcendency of that Church of Rome which has lasted 
with that magnificent Oneness in her doctrine, her hier- 
archy and her discipline, without growing old and with- 
out yielding, as sure and as confident of herself to-day as 
on the first day of her existence. A Church that depends 
on no human power, that brooks no political tutelage, that 
proudly acclaims her right to autonomy and independence 
and that rules the consciences of her faithful children 
over every frontier and in spite of the governments in all 
the nations of the world. 

That Church is our very own soul! And in the pride 
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of our faith, Most Eminent Lord Legate, all of us who 
are here present, ex omni tribu et lingua (out of every 
tribe and tongue) hail and acclaim in your person him 
whom we call our Father, Our Holy Father, Pope Pius 
XI, the 266th successor of St. Peter, even as we would 
acclaim him himself enjoying the same power, the su- 
preme shepherd of the One vast and only fold. 

On Ascension Day I behold Jesus on the Mount of 
Olives, and gathered about Him are Mary, His Mother, 
. His Apostles and a hundred or so disciples. This was 
the entire Christian church in the first hour of its ex- 
istence, the young Church of Christ in its cradle. Before 
leaving them He gave them this supreme recommenda- 
tion, this wish, this desire which had become one with the 
sitio (I thirst) of the Cross: “I count on you, I rely 
on you to see to it that the work of redemption may be- 
come known and that My Sacrifice may not have been in 
vain: Eritis mihi testes. (You shall be witnesses unto 
Me.) You shall bear testimony of Me by your words and 
by your actions, not only among yourselves at Jerusalem, 
but before strangers in Samaria and even to the utter- 
most part of the earth.” And they did bear witness, even 
to the shedding of their blood. And the Church of Christ 
spread its conquests in that first century into all the lands 
of the Empire. 

Does it not seem to you that these stirring and grand 
Eucharistic solemnities, which during these days are mak- 
ing Chicago the religious center of the world, raise us also 
far above the misery and baseness of earth to heights that 
border on heaven? And Jesus is there with us in His 
Sacrament as really as He was with them when the cloud 
enveloped Him to take Him from their sight and while 
the sound of His words was still ringing in their ears. 
And in His Heart I read, because it'is ever there together 
with the thirst for souls that consumed Him on Calvary, 
the same desire which I now echo in order that these 
manifestations of faith and love may have a morrow. 
Eritis mihi testes. (You also, you shall bear witness 
unto Me.) 

Do you not think that a change would come over the 
earth if every Catholic, no matter where he may be or of 
what race or tongue, nourished and strengthened by Com- 
munion were to bear witness to Christ as He expects him 
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to do publicly and simply by the dignity of his life, the 
integrity of his morals, by his loyalty and kindness? 

You are a disciple of Christ or you are not. If you 
are, you are one to the very end. Religion is not made 
up of fragments and morsels. It’s a solid block. You 
cannot say, “I’ll take this, and I won’t take that!’ You 
cannot be only half a Christian! That isn’t full measure! 
You cannot be almost a Christian! That is not the right 
way! When you have the faith you think as a Chris- 
tian. When you submit to the morale of the Gospels you 
act as a Christian. But it is not enough to have the 
thoughts of a Christian and the exterior of a Christian. 
To be a Christian to the very marrow of your bones and 
by your whole being you need life, life supernatural, and 
consequently, to nourish and sustain this life you need 
Communion, a normal diet of Communion. “You shall 
be witnesses unto Me.” First of all by the discreet testi- 
mony of your conduct in the intimate circle of your 
friends and acquaintances. 

How many souls there are around us upon whom re- 
ligious unrest is working, who would let themselves be 
won over if they were to-see Christianity in all its truth 
resplendent in the conduct of Catholics. Alas! how often 
they are discouraged by glaring inconsistencies. “‘You shall 
be witnesses unto Me.” There is yet a larger field of 
action, our modern world (society) at fever heat, which 
has forgotten Christ’s message, which believes no longer 
in heaven and which seeks miserably its paradise on earth. 
How far are Catholics responsible for this moral dis- 
tress? In so far as they are silent when they should 
speak out, in as far as they hide themselves when they 
should re-act, in as far as the witness has not lived up to 
his mission. How often Jesus Christ has been disap- 
pointed even as He was in the house of Caiphas when 
Peter denied Him and when the others hid themselves at 
the very moment when He was calling upon the testimony 
of His disciples to bear witness unto Him. 

And yet, non est in alio aliquo salus: (There is no 
salvation in any other) there is no other remedy for the 
disease with which the world is suffering. To cure it 
there is need of something other than politics or diplo- 
macy, than Congresses, conferences or parliaments, than 
banks and foundries, than coal or oil. The world needs 
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the Gospel. It must return to Him Who is the Way, the 
Truth and the Life. And it is the duty (task) of Cath- 
olics to be witnesses in civic, in professional, and in social 
life, everywhere, in order to help the Church “to restore 
all things in Christ.” 

But then, my brethren, State in fide, viriliter agite, 
confortamint (1 Cor. xvi. 13). (Stand fast in the 
Faith, do manfully, and be strengthened) you need con- 
victions, your faith must be rooted deep in the soul. You 
need energy, devotion (devotedness) and consequently, to 
be strong you need Communion. In our own countries 
which are merely portions of the great Catholic family, 
let us all be workers to bring about this regeneration, 
this orderly revolution, this restoration of the Kingdom 
of God, so that the world may find peace again, that true 
peace of which the angels sang at Bethlehem about the 
crib of Jesus. Pax Christi, in regno Christi! (The Peace 
of Christ in the Reign of Christ.) 


Incognito 


Rev. VINcENT FERRER KIENBERGER, O.P. 


Sermon at Midnight Holy Hour, Eucharistic Congress, Chicago 


O earthling lord was Jesus Christ, but very God of 

all. In the Council of the Trinity it had been ar- 
ranged that He was to visit His people with largess and 
with blessings. The old wound that severed earth from 
its Maker was to be healed. 

But the Son of God would not go to His people in 
the tawdry trappings of earthly rulers, so an angel 
searched for a white robe and found it in the Virgin 
Mary. The Son of God cloaked Himself in the unstained 
flesh of the Rose of Sharon, the King had come incognito. 
And when he had tarried within the cloister of Mary 
Immaculate, when there was woven a mantle of her flesh 
for His pilgrimage through life, He left it for the world, 
still incognito. He had borrowed the Virgin’s blood for 
His blood and now He was brother to us, His creatures, 
blood-kin of you and of me. He lived hidden, happy 
years in Nazareth, did Christ, Our God. But to the coun- 
try-folk that passed the little House of Joseph, He was 
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only “Jesus, the carpenter’s Son.” For He was the Prince 
incognito. 

Then came the time to preach the Kingdom of God to 
the world scaled with its leprosy of sin, to the world be- 
smirched and scarred. The disciples fast gathered, sim- 
ple folk,—the kind that Jesus loved. Through the towns 
and across the fields they trudged, with one purpose, with 
one goal—God reconciled to His fickle vassals. 

When the curious crowds gathered on the hillocks, on 
the shores of Lake Genesareth, in the crowded mart, or 
in the flower-lushed fields, they recognized only a good 
man, a holy man, a prophet. Blind hearts! They could 
not see the God incognito. His doctrines they heard, 
reverenced for a while, and then they forgot. Soon plot- 
tings came, for His words stung the already conscience- 
tortured sinners. And they killed Him on a gibbet. Poor 
Christ! You died unknown to the souls you came to 
save—unknown to hearts you would heal—you died—in- 
cognito. Unknown? Yes, save to that little group that 
believed. So for them He stayed. Doffing the flesh He 
had worn, He put on the white vesture of the wheat and 
remained to solace His friends. 

And so He remains to-day—God incognito—hidden 
from the surging crowds—hidden in a wool-white bread— 
waiting for the faithful friends, the bruised hearts, and 
the contrite, the worshippers and the petitioners. To-day 
our King is here—incognito. To-day He holds court for 
His friends. For it is only His friends that can recognize 
Him. Faith is the boon He has granted them. 

In medieval days when Europe was so truly called 
Christendom—domain of Christ—the young heir to fief 
was sent, when seven years old, to the castle-court of a 
neighboring lord. Here he entered upon the long appren- 
ticeship for knighthood. For seven years he was a page 
and waited on the lady of the castle. For seven years 
he remained a squire, ministering to his liege lord. At 
last the goal—the accolade. 

Now the Prince of Heaven was sent as page to Our 
Lady. He ministered in the loving way of child to 
mother, to her whom God had so honored. Then came 
the day when He could help the lord of the house—Jo- 
seph. The child Jesus spent happy hours with saw and 
timber helping the Knight of Mary in his humble labors. 
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They sped so quickly, those Nazareth days. Then came 
the accolade, when the heavens opened and God the 
Father spoke: “This is My beloved Son, in Whom I am 
well pleased.” 

Christ is our Knight, our defender. Call Christ, the 
White Knight, to your aid and foes will melt away. 
Christ, the page, served the Queen of Heaven; Christ, the 
squire, served Joseph, the prince of men; Christ, the 
Knight, rides the roads of life, helping the feeble, pro- 
tecting the defenceless, renewing courage for the battle. 

Though the Eucharistic Lord holds sequestered court, 
there are pages and maid-servants ever waiting on Him. 
They bear the prayer-scrolls, inked in the heart-well of 
love, to the Mercy-seat. They are the barristers of 
heaven, the advocates before the Eucharistic King. How 
did they win the right to plead our causes before the 
Granter of all things? 

Study, if you would know, the lives of the saints of 
Jesus. Who are they? O, my friends, every age, every 
decade, has sent a chosen one to be enrolled. Each saint 
is pleading for us. Each age of life has presented candi- 
dates. Child-saints, soldier-saints, saints of the bed of 
wrack and pain, mother-saints, virgin-saints—name a con- 
dition in life and there is a saint from its ranks. Yes,— 
even a repentant Magdalen kneels before the Christ. 

Those child-saints, how Jesus must love them! The 
Sacred Heart that chided, “Suffer the little ones to come 
unto Me”—how it must delight in the child-voices ask- 
ing Him the boons for His begging servants. Tarcisius, 
who died bearing Christ in his heart, and Christ in a 
burse on his breast, Tarcisius must be close to the King. 
And Agnes, she who offered her neck to the headsman’s 
axe—a child of twelve; the little Imelda, too, who longed 
so for her Eucharistic Lord—can Jesus refuse what that 
child-choir asks ? 

Soldier-saints. Sebastian, cheerfully baring his breast 
to the arrows, for Christ was buckler to his heart,—men 
of Eucharistic fire offered their ruby hearts for setting 
in His diadem. 

Maid-saints,—the list is so long. There are always 
lilies for the King. Agatha, Cecilia, Joan of Arc made 
warrior by the ichor of Christ in her veins. And that 
exquisite gem we gave heaven only a few years past, our 
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Little Flower, Loved One of the world. What love for 
Jesus and His Eucharistic presence throbbed in her breast. 
What incensed prayer rose cloud-wise to the Throne 
where Jesus waits. What zeal for the Tabernacled Jesus; 
what devotion to His presence, chiselled her life to an 
ivory image of His love for us. No sacrifice too great 
for Jesus; no word of love too cherished for His ears. 
O, if you can but sense the thronging words of love she 
uttered to her King. If you would but place your heart, 
as she did, a votive candle burning in the presence of the 
enshrined Lord! 

Learn from the Saints. They are the textbooks of 
Heaven. Learn well the only lesson they teach. It is 
not hard. There is but one requisite. Simply this: purify 
your heart from earthliness. Cast off the tinsel and put 
ye on the Lord Jesus Christ. Clothe your heart in a 
clean white garment. Lave in the waters that bring life 
and courage,—Penance. 

Then, with the heart of a child, approach the table 
of the Eucharist. There is no low nor high place. The 
food you receive is the food that angels cannot touch. 
It is the Body and the Blood of Him who gladly died 
for us. It is the flesh in which Mary clothed the Christ. 
And partake frequently. You cannot find a surfeit of 
this nourishment. It is the God-given refreshment for 
the battle of life. Come then, come to the Master’s table. 
Must He go again after these blessed days when we have 
not blushed to acclaim Him publicly our Eucharistic 
King,—must He again go to the hedges and side-lanes 
for His guests? 

Blood-kin He made us when He chose Mary for His 
Mother. Then doubly bound are we to Him when we 
take Him in our hearts. No closer ties can knit our souls 
to heaven, to Mary, and to Christ, than those formed by 
the frequent weaving of Communion. 

Then, when the lane of life is closed, the wheels of 
trade and barter long silent on the roads, then, weary, 
perhaps, and dust-laden from the journeying of the day, 
we steal back to the sanctuary, to the quiet calm, the vel- 
vet softness hanging behind the cloistered Christ. One 
heart will yet be flickering before the prisoned God. Nor 
will it have been placed by the hands of the sacristan. No, 
you were the sacristan. In the Mass-time, the morning of 
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life, you placed it there. It was a candle then, a candle 
moulded of your heart. You lighted it with the ember of 
Heaven—Christ was the torch you used. And then with 
gay heart, and trustful, cheery face, you started for the 
rodd that fences Birth and Death. Now it is nearly over. 
The candle flickers, wavers in the crooning, dirging 
breeze. Now we come to fan the flame, to awaken new 
vigor in the dwindling flicker. Soon it will die—your 
heart will die, your body, too. Then the flame, life of 
the candle, your soul, life of your body, will steal silently 
away in a curl of smoke, upward to the Throne. And 
there will*the flame burst forth, newly kindled by the 
warm Heart of Jesus, Eucharistic King. 


The Reformation’s Economic 
Effects 


ARCHBISHOP REDWOOD 
Reprinted from the “New Zealand Tablet” 


PRESUME that few intelligent readers of history are 


unaware of the confiscation and plunder of the monas- 
teries by Henry VIII., and of the guilds under Edward 
VL. or rather Edward’s guardian, Somerset. But prob- 
ably such readers have failed to realize that these con- 
fiscations and plunders laid the foundation of modern 
Capitalism, that cancer, as Belloc says, and curse of our 
day. I say Capitalism, not capital. Capital is a good 
and necessary thing; Capitalism, the abuse of capital, 
is a monstrous and a dire calamity. How did this come 
about? That is what in this paper I shall endeavor to 
unfold. 

In Henry’s day, what constituted most of the coun- 
try’s wealth? It was the soil and its fixtures. At that 
time about five million people were supported by the soil 
of England. As yet coal and industries, trade and com- 
merce, were not the abundant source of wealth which 
they are today. The soil was owned by a wealthy class, 
one-third by the lay-lords, and another by the Church. 
The latter was, of course, managed by Church establish- 
ments, such as cathedral chapters, communities of monks 
and nuns, educational institutions. 

Now, the dissolution of the monasteries and the con- 
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fiscation of Church property might have had some 
features of economic advantage, if the booty had re- 
mained in the sole possession of the Crown. Enormous 
power, in politics and economy, would have accrued 
thereby to a centrak government. But, as it happened, 
the Crown soon lost the ownership of the plundered 
Church property. Monarchy proved no match for the 
large landowners. They grasped a large share of the 
spoils for themselves. By adding their original pos- 
sessions to those acquired by the plunder of the monas- 
teries, they came to possess, shortly after the Reforma- 
tion, more than half the soil of England; and so, by 
this quasi-monopoly of the national wealth, the new 
nobility became economic masters of the whole com- 
munity. They could make most advantageous pur- 
chases. They could squeeze the last shilling of rent 
from their tenants, once so leniently treated by their 
former clerical landlords, the monks. They contrived 
to fill the universities and the judiciary. Hitherto the 
Crown used to decide disputes between great and small, 
now the great were the judges, and thus able to favor 
themselves in any question between rich and poor. Soon 
they had bought up the bulk of the means of produc- 
tion. This new and ruthless competition swallowed 
up small and independent property. A few generations 
sufficed to create the great landed estates and secure the 
possession of the great squires’ houses that cover the 
face of England to this day. These are not—as some 
ignorant tourist might be induced to believe—the relics 
of feudalism. The old manorial houses of medieval 
England, where the Catholic gentry lived, only as the 
richest farmers among their fellows, have long since 
ceased to be. Those grand country houses and rural 
palaces, which the traveller now admires, all rose after 
the Reformation. 

This body of new nobility was wealthy beyond all 
comparison to the older aristocracy of Catholic times. 
The members of the new dissolution parliament had got 
their price for voting; and thus was Jaid the foundation 
of much of England’s noble lineage. Upon the ruins 
of the ancient religion rose the power and social prestige 
of the leading English families—the Cavendishes, the 
Howards, the Russells, the Cecils, etc. 
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In the course of a century after the dissolution of 
the monasteries, the economic revolution was accom- 
plished. What became of the old traditions of Catholic 
England? They were broken memories. The new 
nobility, rivaling the Crown in wealth, dominated 
through their positions in Parliament which they con- 
trolled. In the government of England the monarchy 
dwindled into insignificance, and was replaced by a 
powerful oligarchy of wealth. The seventeenth century’s 
civil wars were but a struggle between the old monarchy 
and the new wealth. When King Charles I. lost his head 
in 1649, monarchy lost all real power. At the Restoration 
of monarchy the King was only a salaried puppet, which 
he remains to this day. A few wealthy families grasped 
the means of production, and economic power finally be- 
came the seat of political power. Ever since the reign 
of Charles I., until the rise of the labor party in English 
political life, the families who monopolized the wealth 
of England by robbing the Church in the sixteenth cen- 
tury, were, to all intents and purposes, the Government of 
England, her prime ministers, her judges, her higher 
educators, her bishops, her admirals and generals. 

No doubt Charles had trouble with the Protestants 
and the Puritans, who suspected him because his wife 
was a Catholic. But with the Parliament the trouble 
was very different. The landlords composed it and had 
their own grievances. During the two preceding reigns 
of Elizabeth and James I., they had their own way. Ac- 
cordingly they fiercely resented Charles’s attempts to 
curb their power. He asked the landlords to reside on 
their estates and not squander their time in London. 
He set up a commission to “inquire touching depopula- 
tions and conversions of lands to pasture.” This evil 
was ruining rural life and pressing cruelly upon the poor 
inhabitants. Charles imposed heavy fines upon the de- 
linquents. Sir Anthony Roper, for instance, was fined 
thirty thousand pounds for committing depopulation. 
Charles also managed to make the weight of taxation 
fall heavily upon the traders and wealthy classes. So 
Parliament determined to put a stop to this line of action. 
By misdirection, as usual, they got the mob to believe 
that Charles desired a change in the national religion. 
“If it were not for the reiterated cry about religion, they 
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would never be sure of keeping the people on their side.” 
(Commentaries on the Life and Reign of Charles I., by 
Isaac Disraeli, pp. 330-1, vol. 1.) 

Such were the means that enabled Parliament to 
secure the support of London, which was the center of 
Puritanism, and played such a decisive part in the civil 
war. We all know the end. Charles was defeated and 
eventually beheaded. The landlords triumphed, and the 
parliament rewarded the people for their support, by 
transferring to their shoulders the burden of taxation, 
which was taken off the land, off the profits in trade, 
and put upon food. 

Thus were laid the foundations of English so-called 
“liberty,” upon a firm and democratic basis, and taxa- 
tion broadened. Since the defeat of Charles, no monarch 
or statesman has made any serious attempt to put a 
boundary to the depredations of landlordism and 
Capitalism. 

English Capitalism had fought the Crown and won. 
By the year 1700 more than half of England’s popula- 
tion were dispossessed of capital and land. Not half of 
England’s population owned the houses they lived in, 
or the soil they tilled. 

Yet, if half the population of England to-day owned 
house or land, how happy we should deem them! By 
1700 half of England’s manhood were proletariat; and, 
in this our day, when ignorant and hystgric fools scream 
and shriek of progress and democracy, mnineteen- 
twentieths of England’s population are a dispossessed 
proletariat. And this, forsooth, after the world was 
made safe for democracy, and Lloyd George had prom- 
ised legislation that would make old England a home 
worthy of heroes! ! How then do men seriously call 
themselves conservatives and lovers of private property, 
the while they try to perpetuate this inhuman and un- 
just condition in any nation? 

We have proved our thesis, then, that it was the so- 
called Reformation teaching in England, the dissolution 
of the monasteries, the confiscation of Church property, 
the robbery and destruction of the guilds by Henry 
VIII. and his successors, which made England capitalist, 
and most of the world with her. 





